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Description: 

‘Is that how you see me? As a girl?’ 

‘You don't want to know how I see you,’ he says with a dark smile. His eyes roam her face, his jaw tightens. 
‘Why?’ she presses. 


‘Because,’ he says, his hand sliding to cup the back of her neck, ‘you won't forgive me for the thoughts I have about 
you. Because,’ he murmurs, leaning closer so she can feel his breath across her cheek, ‘it’s not right. You could be my 
daughter.’ 


‘But I’m not,’ she says, swallowing as she feels the stroke of his thumb across her skin. 


‘No,’ he drawls, ‘you’re really not.’ 


Chapter 1 


Angel, he calls Taggie. Good girl, he says when she stands up for herself, when she says 
something wicked, when they’re alone in the kitchens at another posh Rutshire party she’s 
cooking for. 


She likes those moments best, she lives for them really. When it’s just her and him and 
he’s looking at her as if she’s something new and interesting, when he tells her she’s working 
too hard and she should rest and put her feet up, that she doesn’t need to take responsibility 
for everything and everyone. 


It’s easy for Rupert to say that though, Taggie thinks, he’s rich and successful and every 
time he enters a room, the crowd parts like the Red Sea, everything he’s ever wanted simply 
falls on his lap, including every single woman he’s even glanced at once. 


Darling, he croons to every woman he meets, to the glamorous singles or desperate wives 
he’s seated next to at dinner parties and cheek-kisses at lunches and dos. He probably calls all 
his lovers darling too, she thinks bitterly. The hundreds and hundreds of women who he’s 
slept with, the women who know what to do, who have sharp red nails and perfect moans and 
haven’t just had one awkward fumbling experience with a boy who seemed to know even less 
than Taggie had and certainly had no idea where her clitoris was. 


(It’s not fair that the first time she met Rupert he had been naked, it’s not fair that she’s 
seen him fucking another woman, that she knows exactly what... equipment he’s working 
with and that he knows just how to use it) 


But when Rupert had tucked her in to bed after her brother’s New Year’s party here at The 
Priory, after being an angel himself and promising to help with the unpaid DJ bill and the 
vomit on the yellow sofa and the broken window in the kitchen, he had called her remarkable, 
had said he didn’t know how she had held it all together. Remarkable, her! 


How she wishes she hadn’t fallen asleep so fast. That she could have stayed there in that 
exact moment when he was sitting beside her on the bed so close to her, looking down at her 
dressed like every dream she’s ever had, with his shirt-sleeves rolled up and his bowtie 
undone, with his warm brown eyes and his mouth a tender smile just for her. 


It’s not as if she wanted him to ravish her right then and there—though he could have 
easily, could have tugged the duvet down and touched her and she wouldn’t even have put up 
a cursory protest. No, what she really wanted then, she thinks with a squirm of shame that 
lingers, was for him to lean closer and... and kiss her on the forehead. Just like Daddy used to 
do when she was little. 


She felt safe in that moment with Rupert, cared-for, seen, in a way she hasn’t been for 
years, because Daddy has been busy with work and Mummy started seeing her as competition 
(when Maude wasn’t calling her a dim-witted child and an idiot, that is) the moment Taggie 
got boobs even though they’re so much smaller than her own. Her mother is glamour 


incarnate and has her sights set on Rupert himself. That’s what makes this worse, Taggie’s 
own silly... silly crush on him. 


And now he’s acting different with Taggie and now the flirting is gone, and it’s awful. 


Oh, he’s kind and thoughtful, sure, but he doesn’t linger, he doesn’t look at her, not in the 
same way. 


Was it something she did? Does he only think of her as a child now? Did tucking her in to 
her bed in her comfiest nightie take away any lust he might have had? 


When she was wearing that hideous maid’s uniform at that first disastrous Rutshire dinner 
party, he had pinched her bottom, for god’s sake! He had certainly wanted her then. So why 
not now? 


She knows Rupert’s a cad and a scoundrel and abandons women straight after he’s slept 
with them but does it count if he hasn’t even done that? 


And look at her, willing to be just one of those girls, that’s how foolish he’s got her, she 
thinks, leaning against the window of her bedroom squinting across the fields towards 
Penscombe Court hoping for a glimpse of him. 


She’s always looking at him with those big blue guileless eyes of hers, gazing up at him in 
baleful innocence. He’s never gone for that before, for goodness, for moral purity. Sure, the 
odd fantasy about a nun or a saucy schoolgirl is fun but he usually prefers someone a bit 
more... knowing. 


But it’s not just that. It’s that usually when he takes a fancy to someone, when he wants 
something, he pursues it and damn the consequences. And here he is, hesitating. Here he is 
tucking the girl he wants into bed entirely unmolested. 


Sometimes—like when he danced with her at the party, like when he tucked her in— 
Taggie looks at him a little like he’s her father. Hopeful, wary, waiting, wanting. He’s not 
even sure she knows what she wants from him, not all the details and colours. 


What she tells him she wants, is for him to change, for him to be a better man. But he’s not 
sure he can be. He’s not sure anything he wants to do to her makes him a better man. 


(And he’s certainly not used to competing with spotted youths for the attention of a 
woman, he thinks with a snarl at the New Year’s party when she gazes mournfully across the 
room at some floppy-haired university swot) 


Wholesome, she’s wholesome, in her jeans and plaid shirts and cosy jumpers, her plain t- 
shirts, her frumpy party dresses, her dungarees and her aprons. She’s always there now at 
parties and lunches and dos, ferrying food to and fro, frowning and sweating over hot pans in 
the kitchens. And god does he just want to bend her over the kitchen table and push her skirts 
up and have her. 


She’d be sweet in bed, he knows she would. She’d probably make startled untutored 
moans, she’d probably whimper and squirm and say his name like he’s her only lord and 
saviour. 


The things he could teach her, the ways he could have her, the pleasure he could give her. 


She’s wound so tight sometimes, she takes everything on her shoulders and thinks she can 
solve every little problem. 


He likes that about her, he does, he admires it, that natural do-gooder heart. But god does 
he want to bundle her up and keep her locked in his house away from anyone else that needs 
her. 


Besides, he needs her. 
And he could give her so many good things, could make her life so much better. 
Her father takes her for granted. But he wouldn’t. He would cherish a girl like that. 


And if, in turn, she looks at him like he’s hung the very stars in the sky, if her age and 
immaturity, makes her susceptible to losing her heart at the first decent shag by a virile man 
who knows exactly what he’s doing, then what’s wrong with that? 


So here he is, sniffing at her door like a hound, with the excuse of checking on her dearest 
father. And here she is, slurping down spaghetti bolognaise in her overalls and striped t-shirt, 
hair a wild mane over her shoulders. 


‘Oh,’ she says when he enters, awkwardly getting to her feet, her lips orange with sauce. 


She telegraphs when she’s startled, when she’s unsure, she hasn’t learned yet to hide her 
reactions. It’s charming truly. 


She’ll probably be the same in bed, he thinks, tugging at his collar. 


But of course, Taggie being Taggie, she’s busy being fraught and concerned over her 
father, the foolish drunkard who is currently trying to kill himself with the lawn mower 
outside for god’s sake. 


They both carry him inside and leave him on the sofa to sleep it off. 
‘What’s going on?’ he asks her. 


Her forehead is furrowed, worried. ‘Mummy’s given up and it’s all me. I don’t know how 
men work as people, I don’t understand them and how to help them,’ she says desperately. 


She means him too, he knows. She wants to help him, god bless her, and she doesn’t 
understand why he’s been so cold. 


Should he tell her that Declan made him swear to leave her alone? Can that possibly help 
matters? 


‘Can you—?’ she asks. 
‘T’ll be here first thing, I’1l bring him round, don’t worry,’ he reassures her. 
She looks at him so thankfully, it isn’t right. 


“Your supper’s gone cold,’ he says, trying to get some space, trying not to hoist her up on 
his shoulder and carry her out of here and away from all her troubles. 


‘It’s alright, I’ve finished. But there’s more if you want to stay?’ she offers plaintively, 
hand on her hip, eyes nervous. 


And how is he supposed to leave her when she looks so forlorn, when she’s just helped 
him drag her father drunkenly inside? 


He can’t leave her, she needs him. 


‘I already ate before I come over. But come on,’ he says, ‘leave your plate in the fridge and 
come away from the kitchen now.’ 


“You can’t put me to bed again, I’m not tired,’ she says with all the sullenness of a tired 
child. 


‘Don’t worry, I won’t make you go to sleep,’ he says, as he guides her up the stairs to her 
bedroom with a hand at the small of her back. 


It’s because her bedroom is her own space, her private domain, and she needs respite from 
the rest of her family, from her father, he tells himself. 


...it’s not because there’s a large bed and a door that locks up there. It really isn’t. 


She’s less drunk than at New Year’s and seeing her bedroom—messy, childish, 
haphazardly decorated—through his eyes feels embarrassing. 


He doesn’t seem to be looking at her room though, not even a cursory glance around, his 
eyes are fixed on her, his hands on her shoulders turning towards him fully. 


“You can’t do everything yourself, Taggie,’ he says with a frown. ‘He’s the parent, not you, 
you’re not supposed to look after him like this, to feel responsible.’ 


‘Well who else will?’ she counters. 

‘T will,’ he says. 

“You’re not his parent either. Are you even his friend?’ 
‘I’m your friend, and I’m a capable adult.’ 


‘And I’m not?’ she says, pulling away from him. She swipes the back of her hand against 
her forehead. Her hair is a mess, she knows, it, and so is she. 


‘Taggie,’ he says ruefully, ‘you know I think you’re far more than capable.’ 


‘But you see me as a child, I knew it.’ She feels so embarrassed, and so—so young 
standing there in front of him. ‘I knew it,’ she mutters. 


*Darling...’ He rests a hand on her waist. 
‘Is that how you see me? As a girl?’ 


“You don’t want to know how I see you,’ he says with a dark smile. His eyes roam her 
face, his jaw tightens. 


‘Why?’ she presses. 


‘Because,’ he says, his hand sliding to cup the back of her neck, ‘you won’t forgive me for 
the thoughts I have about you. Because,’ he murmurs, leaning closer so she can feel his breath 
across her cheek, ‘it’s not right. You could be my daughter.’ 


‘But I’m not,’ she says, swallowing as she feels the stroke of his thumb across her skin. 
‘No,’ he drawls, ‘you’re really not.’ 

‘And you... you want me?’ she whispers. 

“You have no idea how much,” he grits out. ‘Darling, I want to ruin you.’ 

‘To—to ruin me?’ she asks. 


“You must have imagined it, hmm?’ he says, his other hand sliding around her back, 
drawing her towards him. ‘Must have lain here in bed thinking of what I could do to you. But, 
Taggie,’ he says, his lips brushing against her ear, drawing goosebumps, ‘you’re so young, 
you don’t know all the things I could do to you. You have no idea.’ 


‘Don’t be so—so condescending,’ she stutters breathlessly, resting her hands on his firm 
chest for balance. 


‘I have twenty years fucking on you,’ he drawls, ‘it’s just mathematics.’ 


He kisses her and she moans into his mouth, tipping up on her toes. How she wishes she 
was wearing something other than bloody dungarees, she thinks. 


He seems to agree, huffing a laugh as his confused fingers find the straps and pause. 


She pulls back and undoes them for him, shoving her dungarees down and looking—she’s 
quite sure—entirely unseductive. 


Then she’s there just in her striped t-shirt and knickers and socks, feeling a fool. 


But his eyes are hot, his smile pleased. He kisses her again, his hand sliding down to grope 
at her bottom. 


‘Tell me,’ he says, as his teeth nip across her neck, ‘did that feckless boy at the party make 
you come? Did he even know how?’ 


‘No,’ she gasps. 
He drops to his knees before her, fingers firm on her hips and she whimpers. 


‘I didn’t think so. Poor little pussy,’ he croons, pressing his mouth over her knickers and 
breathing in like some beast, ‘let me show her how it feels to have a real man touch her, 
hmm?’ 


He slides his fingers inside her knickers, smirking at what he finds. 


*You’re so—so arrogant—’ Her words dissolve into desperate moans. His touch is so sure, 
the crook of his fingers devastating. 


Then he rips her knickers from her and puts his mouth on her, right there. He grunts and 
pushes his jaw into her like he wants to eat her up, like he’s starving for the taste of her. 


’Oh god—’ she wails, knees buckling. 


He pushes her back with his shoulders until she falls back on her bed. Then he gets back to 
work with his mouth and she whines, her hips bucking. 


The sound of it, the slick hot muscle of his tongue. She whimpers and tries to get away but 
the tight cord of his strong arm across her belly keeps her in place. 


’*Please—’ she says and she doesn’t know what she’s asking. 

He smears his whole face against her, his tongue laving her clitoris like he’s ravenous. 
She comes with a jolt and a wail, clutching at his shoulders, kicking her heels at the bed. 
He pulls back, his face flushed and wet, his smile so very wicked. 


He wipes his face in the crook of his bronzed arm and then, holding her gaze, he leans in 
again and presses a dry little kiss, a fond peck, to her clitoris. 


She whimpers. 
‘Good little pussy,’ he says and she flings her arm over her eyes, entirely overwhelmed. 


He chuckles and she hears him undress. He leans over her, smoothing his large palms up 
her sides, tugging her arm away from her face. 


“We’re not done yet, darling,’ he says, all masculine condescension. 
He pulls her t-shirt off and climbs over her. 
He’s tanned and taut and strong above her, entirely overwhelming in his masculinity. 


And he’s looking at her like she’s a marvel, like she’s remarkable. 


Her father is downstairs, drink-sozzled, and here he is corrupting her. 
It’s delicious really. 


As delicious as her little twitching cunt. As delicious as her flushed freckled cheeks and 
bitten lips and small perky tits. 


He kisses her, swallowing her startled noises, smiling as she hooks her arms around his 
neck, just as eager for the taste of him. 


She hasn’t kissed many people, he can tell, her enthusiasm is charming in its inelegance. 
But he’s waited long enough now, he needs to feel her, to have her. 

He widens her thighs, drops his hips down so she can feel him properly for the first time. 
She makes a noise into his mouth, surprised, nervous at his size. 


He smirks and rolls his hips against her, reaches down to press the hot head of his cock 
against her folds. 


‘Oh,’ she says, eyes blinking wildly. 
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“You can take it, can’t you, darling? You can be a good girl for me,’ he says as he nudges 
forward, as he feels her lips part. 


‘Rupert,’ she moans, half-wild, fingernails digging in to his shoulder as her head drops 
back. 


It’s tacky sometimes, he knows, the good girl of it all but the thing is she is a good girl, the 
nicest and kindest and sweetest. He tells her that as he fucks into her tight little pussy. 


*You’re so—’ she pants ’you’re so—’ 


‘’m what, darling? A man likes to hear how he’s doing, you know,’ he teases, grunting as 
he thrusts, as she flutters around him, as her hips spasm and his fingers tighten on the glorious 
meat of her thighs. 


“You’re too much,’ she breathes. 
‘But you’re taking me so well,’ he croons. 


She doesn’t just mean the size of his cock, he knows, she means everything. That he is a 
man and she is just a girl, an innocent, that he has had twenty-five years to learn just how to 
take a woman apart. That he knows exactly what she’s fantasised about, what she needs, and 
he’s going to give her everything. 


Her tits are red and flushed, her hair wild on the pillow like some Botticelli nymph. She’s 
gorgeous, something precious, a vision of innocence ruined. 


‘I can’t believe you’re letting me do this,’ he says and he knows it isn’t just a line, ‘I can’t 
believe I’m so lucky.’ 


She shakes her head on the pillow, her cheeks are so pink they burn his lips as he kisses 
them. 


“You talk so much,’ she whimpers. 


“You inspire me,’ he grunts. ‘And I want to make sure you’re having a good time. Are you 
having a good time, Taggie?’ he teases as he rolls his hips into her, as he slides his cock 
deeper and deeper, the slick of her smearing all the way down his thighs. 


*You’re in-in—’ 
‘Incorrigible, yes, I know.’ 
Her fingers dig into his shoulders, her eyelids flutter, her mouth parts in a whining moan. 


‘Are you going to come for me?’ he says, rubbing the pad of his index finger round and 
round her sticky swollen clit. 


She shakes her head, overwhelmed. ’I don’t—’ 


‘Come on, darling,’ he says. ‘Show me, let me feel you come around my cock. You can do 
that for me, can’t you?’ 


She moans so loudly he wonders if her father will come racing up and bang on the door— 
the same door Rupert had locked because he’s not an amateur and he isn’t going to let 
anything get in the way of this particular conquest. 
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‘Come on, darling,’ he says and she whines and arches her neck. 


She comes, just as he asked her to, the tight squeezing pulses of her cunt almost finishing 
him off too. 


‘Good girl,’ he croons, fucking in where she’s tender and new, ‘good girl.’ 


He can’t hide his smug smile as he kisses her panting mouth, can’t hide the proud hitch of 
his shoulders. 


‘Now let’s try to get you there again, hmm?’ he says. 
She looks up at him dazedly, her curls stuck to her slick forehead. 


He feels a little sorry for her, one’s first time with an Olympic athlete can be a tad 
overwhelming, he knows. 


But he wants to put her through her paces, he knows she’s an eager pupil, after all, a good 
considerate girl. 


(He wants to ruin her, he thinks, to empty her mind of every other man she’s ever looked at 
or thought about or dreamt of. He wants to be the only one she ever looks at like that, like 
he’s her god, her father, her saviour, like he’s the only one who can possibly help her now) 


He said he wanted to ruin her and he has, she thinks hysterically. 


The second time she comes, he doesn’t even need his fingers, just a devastating twist of his 
hips, just the filth he murmurs in her ear. 


He looks so proud above her when she does come, she has to shut her eyes or she’ll do 
something embarrassing like—like cry, she thinks. 


‘Alright?’ he asks her gently, gathering her towards him with an arm underneath her back. 
“Yes,’ she pants, ‘and you?’ she replies, forever polite. 


He laughs and she feels it in his body against hers. ‘Yes, I’m alright, Taggie,’ he says with 
that fond delight she’s been so desperate for. 


“You can move again now,’ she says. She knows he hasn’t come yet. 
‘I can, can I?’ he says with a smirk. 


His thrusts drive her into the mattress so fiercely she feels the springs of it push her back 
against him. 


‘I’m going to come in you now,’ he says, and the desperation of his voice makes her 
cheeks even hotter. 


‘T’m on the pill,’ she gasps. 


‘Good girl,’ he says proudly between gritted teeth and she can feel her insides spasm at 
that term. She can’t help it. 
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His grunts when he comes, the desperate thrust of his hips, the muscles in his back seizing 
up, make her feel inordinately proud. Like she’s tamed some great beast, she thinks. Like 
she’s done well. 


‘Fuck,’ he pants, thrusts lazier now, mouth sloppy on her neck. ‘Fuck.’ 


She plays her fingers in the curls at the base of his neck, glad to be smothered by his 
weight for a moment. 


Then he sighs happily and squeezes her hips, like the pat of a hand to the flank of a mount 
that’s won a race, she thinks. 


He pushes up on his hands above her. 
His gaze is lazy, proud, predatory, as he looks at the mess he’s made of her. 


His ex-wife had said he looked at her and saw something he’d enjoy breaking, but what 
about if he wanted to put Taggie back together again too? What if she wanted to be broken 
and made new, made his, made whole by his hands. 


He settles next to her on the bed, a hot hand on her waist. 


Or is she just as foolish as every other girl who’s been where she is now, she thinks, sated, 
spent, and just about to be abandoned? 


She shivers and burrows closer to him under the covers. 

‘Cold?’ he asks. 

She nods but her face must look unconvincing. 

He brushes her hair back from her eyes, the callouses from his riding catching on her skin. 
‘What is it, angel?’ he asks. 

‘What happens now?’ she asks dry-mouthed, trying, and failing, not to sound plaintive. 


He clucks his tongue, mouth rueful. “You’re looking at me like you’re waiting for me to 
disappoint you.’ 


‘And are you?’ she asks mulishly, raising her chin. 


He smiles softly, indulgently, strokes his knuckle under her chin. ‘What happens now—’ 
he says as he presses a kiss to the corner of her trembling mouth— ’is that I’m going to keep 


’ 


you. 
‘Keep me?’ she repeats. 
‘I want you to be mine,’ he says. ‘You are, aren’t you?’ 


There’s something uncertain in his eyes even though his smile is all smug bluster. She can 
see through the cracks of him, she thinks she always has. Besides, she heard him in the 
interview with her father on TV, after all, he’s lonely in his lonely house. He prefers dogs to 
people, who he just doesn’t understand. He doesn’t know how to keep someone. 


But lucky enough for him, she knows how to look after people, it’s what she’s best at, 
she’1] show him how to keep her. 
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‘I’m yours, yes,’ she says, half-shy, half-determined. 


He smiles and there is something of the boy about it, a glimpse at the little child who was 
no doubt dropped off at boarding school at some godawful young age. 


He kisses her sweetly, his free hand wandering, gliding over her curves. 

She can feel him stirring against her. 

‘How did I compare then,’ he says, voice wicked again, ‘to that fumbling boy?’ 

‘There’s no comparison,’ she says. 

His fingers curl into her, he cups her mound with his palm. Like it’s his, like he owns it. 
‘I should really—should really go downstairs and check on Daddy,’ she says breathlessly. 


‘Hmm,’ he says, slow and lazy as he shifts to suck on her nipples, his teeth plucking at 
tender skin, making her gasp. ‘I think he can wait, darling. I think you need me more.’ 


Her hand threads through his hair and he looks up at her with the satisfaction of a well- 
petted dog. ‘Besides, I’ve got so much to teach you yet.’ 


Yes, he leaves her in bed, slumbering and well-fucked, when he goes downstairs to find 
her father and chivvies him out the house with him to buy a horse. 


Yes, he’s the worst cad in the world when he tells Declan that his daughter is worn out 
from looking after him, that she’s a good girl who needs her rest. 


Declan looks at him warily and Rupert smiles brightly. If the man only knew where that 
smile had been half an hour ago, Rupert thinks wickedly. 


He gets drunk at the pub with Declan and Fred-Fred, secretly toasting Taggie with every 
glass, grinning beatifically at the world, laughing at Declan’s sour moodiness. 


But he has no desire to continue the celebration at Corinium for the televised beauty 
parade (why gaze at lesser beauties when he has the best waiting for him?) so he drives—a 
little drunkenly but still proficiently, thank you very much—back to The Priory to check up 
on his angel. 


She’s awake and sitting next to her mother on the sofa watching the beauty contest begin. 
“You’re drunk,’ Taggie accuses as he leans on the doorframe. But her smile is fond. 


Beside her, her mother preens like a bird in the corner of a pet shop. As if she could catch 
his fancy when the very sun is sitting next to her. 


Taggie gets up and leads him to the kitchen, pouring him a large glass of water. ‘Here, 
drink this,’ she says. 


He drags her to him to kiss, pressing his body against hers. 


‘Not—not now,’ she says, sounding unconvincing, ‘my mother is in the next room.’ 
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‘I don’t care if the bloody Queen herself is in the next room,’ he mutters, groping her 
lovely bottom. 


“You’re drunk,’ she says again, giggling when his lips tickle a tender part of her neck. 
‘Drunk on you maybe,’ he says. 
‘Rupert,’ she says, nudging him back. 


He lets her, it’s possible he might just be too drunk to put on the best showing anyway, 
possible that things below the belt might be a little... sluggish. 


“You wore me out,’ he says and downs the glass as she bites her lip and looks temptation 
incarnate. 


‘I could barely walk down the stairs,’ she whispers, a confession that makes him choke 
and cough. 


‘I shouldn’t have left you, I could have carried you down,’ he says, once he’s composed 
again. 


‘Rupert,’ she says, looking at him through her lashes. She’s a natural coquette, it’s quite 
devastating. 


He wipes his mouth on his arm and the familiarity of the movement evidently brings back 
fond memories. She blushes bright red. 


‘Come see me tonight,’ he murmurs, voice dipping as her mother calls for them. 
‘Alright,’ she says. 


‘T’ll pick you up at midnight.’ Heaven forbid he make her make her own way across the 
fields between their houses when he’s made her so unsteady on her feet. 


‘They’ll hear a car,’ she says as if he’s stupid. 
‘On horseback, darling,’ he says fondly. 
She swallows. ‘Oh, yes, of course,’ she says with a dazed nod. 


Good to know she’s been thinking of him like that, he thinks. Women do love a man on 
horseback. All that thrusting and hip work. 


He clears his throat. ‘Later then,’ he says. 


“Yes,’ she says, bright-eyed and keen, looking at him like he’s everything she’s ever 
dreamed of. 


A man could be ruined by such devotion, he thinks ruefully. 


He sighs and pulls her to him, pressing a kiss to her forehead, and then reluctantly lets her 
go, even though she’s looking at his lips hungrily, even though he knows he could press her 
against the kitchen countertop and have his way with her right now. 


But her mother would probably interrupt and he’d prefer not to be slapped this afternoon, 
no need to ruin such a bounteous day. 
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‘Later, darling,’ he chucks her under the chin. ‘Be good for me until then, won’t you?’ 
She rolls her eyes but her pupils are blown wide. 
‘Go have a shower, you stink of booze,’ she says lifting her chin. 


‘What if I don’t want to wash you off yet?’ he says and he sees her realise that he left the 
house—left the house with her own father—without even a cursory splash in the sink. 


‘Rupert,’ she hisses but the whine underneath her anger belies her desire. 
‘Later, darling,’ he winks and saunters out, feeling like the cat who got the cream. 


Well, exactly, he thinks laughingly as he clambers into his car and heads back to his 
mansion. 


Naturally, Declan, the little shit, goes and ruins things by punching the lights out of the 
reverend during the televised beauty contest not ten minutes after he’s left The Priory. 


Taggie phones him in a state. ‘I asked for your help and you got him drunk and let him 
implode on live television,’ she hisses. 


‘He’s a grown man. | didn’t know he was going to do that, I wasn’t with him. Does he 
usually get violent when he’s drunk?’ 


‘He shouldn’t have been drunk.’ 
‘I’m sorry, darling.’ 


‘It’s awful,’ she moans, ’we are in so much debt and we can’t afford the mortgage without 
his job, mummy’s already packing—’ 


‘What do you mean?’ he asks with a frown. 


‘This is the only place I have ever loved and now we have to leave,’ she says, sounding 
like the saddest girl in the world. 


He feels his heart twinge. 

‘He’s Declan O’Hara, he’1] find another job.’ 

‘Not here,’ she says. 

‘He will, I promise you. I’ll think of something, get my rolodex out. I’ll help him, I swear.’ 
‘It’s impossible,’ she says, but she sounds a little calmer now. 

‘Trust me,’ he says. ‘Now, are we still on for tonight?’ 

‘We shouldnt be,’ she says mulishly. 


‘Let me make my apologies to you, in person,’ he insists, clutching the telephone tightly. 
‘Let me make you feel better.’ 


‘Alright,’ she says. 


‘Good,’ he says. ‘Until tonight then, darling.’ 
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It’s the first time she’s actually been inside his house but it’s not as if she has the 
wherewithal to have a good look at her surroundings after the sheer torture of sitting in front 
of him on his horse on the way over here, with his strong thighs rubbing against hers, with his 
arm tight about her, tugging her back into him where he was hot and hard. 


She’s barely steady enough on her feet to make it through the vast entrance hall and he 
takes pity on her at the bottom of the stairs, lifting her up into his arms and carrying her all 
the way up as she pants and tries not to pass out from nerves and excitement. 


There’s something about doing this here, where he’s lord of the manor and not just a 
friendly visitor at The Priory. Here, where he owns every room and is entirely in charge of 
everything that happens inside of them. 


She’s trembling as he drops her on his plush bed, shooing the dogs out, stripping his shirt 
over his head as he approaches the bed. 


‘I do like this nightie,’ he says as he peels it up her legs. She threw a jumper on over it 
before she left her house but she didn’t know what else she was supposed to wear, lingerie? 
some borrowed teddy from her mother? 


Besides, this nightie has fond memories attached to it. 


‘Even if it feels like I’m being a very bad man touching you in it,’ he adds, his fingers 
searching out her wet folds. “You rode all the way here without any knickers? Naughty girl,’ 
he says. 


She moans, bucking up into his grip. 
She’s too hot in the jumper, she fights with as she tries to pull it off. 


‘What a tangle,’ he says fondly, tugging it from her hair, cupping her tits through the soft 
flannel of her nightie. ‘I think I’ll fuck you in this first,’ he says, almost to himself as he 
unzips his trousers and pulls his hard cock out. 


She whimpers and widens her hips, her nightie rucked up around her waist. 
‘Do you want me to?’ he asks, presses against her. 


“Yes,’ she says but she thinks she would have said yes to anything right now. ‘Please, 
Rupert.’ 


‘There’s no need to beg, darling,’ he says, groaning as he pushes into her. 


She feels tender as he parts her, as he takes her, like she’s bruised her inside but in a good 
way. 


She moans and throws her head back. 


“You feel so good,’ he says desperately. "Let me come in you, let me—’ his thumb rubs 
roughly against her clitoris and she wails and comes immediately, hot lightning sparking 
through every part of her. 


“Yes, that’s it,’ he grunts, ‘good girl. Again.’ 


‘No,’ she says, ‘I can't.’ 
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“You can,’ he nods, ‘I know you can.’ 


He turns them so she’s on top of him, hitching her hips tighter against his and sitting up so 
she’s in his lap. He pulls the sweat-sodden nightie from her. 


‘Like this,’ he says, fucking up into her as she tries to hold on for balance. ‘Ride me, 
you’re a natural,’ he pants. 


She doesn’t feel like a natural, her knees feel weak and coltish as she drops down over 
him, as she rolls her hips. It’s overwhelming to be pressed so tightly against him like this, to 
feel the scratch of his chest hair against her nipples, to feel his strong thighs under her. 


When she comes, she bites into his shoulder and he laughs and then bucks up into her with 
short powerful jabs that make her wail and scream before she comes again at the same 
moment he does. 


‘There you are,’ he breathes, gentling her with kisses to her neck, his hand cupping her 
heavy head so it doesn’t fall back. “There you are.’ 


She moans tiredly when they part, when he brings her down to the soft plushness of his 
bed. 


She blinks dazedly at her surroundings as she lays on his chest. 

‘I think you’ve tired me out,’ he murmurs, sounding almost surprised. 

“Were the tales of your legendary stamina an exaggeration then?’ she teases. 
‘Hush, you,’ he says with a pinch to her side, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. 


She props her chin up on his chest to look at him. 


The problem with Taggie is that he can see everything she thinks on her face, that she’s an 
open book. It’s daunting, that trust, that openness. And it’s nerve-wracking to be able to see 
exactly what she thinks of him. 


‘Do I pass muster?’ he asks. 
‘Sorry,’ she says, ducking her head shyly. 


“You can ask me anything, you know, any questions you have, about me. Though I can’t 
promise I’1l tell you absolutely everything, I don’t want to scare you away, after all.’ 


She shakes her head, ‘I don’t want to know about the other girls.’ 


‘What other girls?’ he says. ‘There are no other girls now.’ To say something like that so 
easily, and mean it, should be frightening, shouldn’t it? 


“Your kids,’ she says suddenly, ‘do you see them much?’ 
‘No.’ He clears his throat. ‘My ex-wife has her claws in them, and the courts back her.’ 
‘Do you miss them?’ 


“Very much,’ he whispers. 
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‘I’m sorry,’ she says. 

He doesn’t want her pity but he supposes that it’s nice to have. 

“Well, I’m not feeling lonely now,’ he says twirling one of her curls around his finger. 
‘Good,’ she says, pressing a kiss to his chest, ‘I don’t want you to ever be lonely.’ 
‘Darling girl,’ he says, stroking her cheek, ‘you really are too good for me.’ 


It’s true, and he’s not good enough to care. Not good enough to give her up and let her find 
a better man. 


‘I want you to be happy,’ he says, ‘I want to make you happy.’ 


“You do,’ she says, shaking her head, her eyes shining wide like he’s done something 
remarkable and not just thoroughly bedded her a few times. She deserves better. But if she 
says he makes her happy then he’!I have to continue making her happy. 


‘Good,’ he says, ‘that’s good then.’ 

They rest in silence for a moment. 

“Your father’s going to kill me,’ he muses. 

She hits his arm, her blow as weak as a kitten. ‘He’s not.’ 
‘He made me swear not to touch you.’ 

She looks startled. 


‘At the party after our interview. He saw me looking at you across the room. He said I was 
old enough to be your father. I agreed with him.’ 


Her cheeks have gone red. ‘He had no right to do that,’ she says, flustered and righteously 
angry, ‘I’m my own person, I’m not a child, I’m twenty years old, for gods sake.’ 


Does she know how young a person sounds when they say they’re not a child? Probably 
not. 


‘I am though, old enough to be your father.’ He strokes the backs of his knuckles down her 
cheek. 


‘I don’t care,’ she says with a determined frown. 


‘I’m glad,’ he says. ‘But it will cause a ruckus, people finding out about us.’ He stretches 
and shifts lower in the bed, drawing her head onto his shoulder. ‘Luckily I have a rather large 
mansion with some excellent guard dogs and a rifle store at my disposal, so they can all 
bloody well leave us be.’ 


“You can’t keep me locked up here forever,’ she says sleepily. 
‘And why can’t I? Your legs are too weak now for you to run very far.’ 
She bleats and a shiver works through her body. 


Interesting, he thinks, lazily pondering various delicious role-playing ideas. 
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‘I do have a job, you know, I can’t stay in your bed all day and night,’ she protests. 
“You can if I tie you up here.’ 

“You wouldn’t dare,’ she yawns. 

He bands his fingers around one of her wrists. Her breath catches. 


If he had the energy now, if he didn’t want to let her sleep, he’d pin her underneath him 
and make her squirm. 


But he should be good, shouldn’t he? 
He lets her go and lifts her hand to kiss the back of it. 
‘I won’t keep you from your cooking, darling,’ he promises. 


And so what if, soon enough, she’Il be cooking only for him and his guests, with an apron 
of his choosing and a ring of his choosing on her finger too. 


She’ll make a wonderful wife, is the thing. She already does all the work of a wife anyway 
and with none of the praise or the benefits of a very appreciative husband. 


Her father will just have to get over himself and let her go. 


‘But you can’t make breakfast tomorrow, I forbid it, let my housekeeper do the work for 
once.’ 


‘Alright,’ she murmurs sleepily. 
‘Good girl,’ he says with a fond pat to her shoulder. 
As he drifts to sleep, he feels inordinately satisfied, maybe even happy, content. 


It feels good to have her here, he admits, the house feels less lonely with her here, and so 
does he. 
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Chapter 2 


Unfortunately, although she would have loved a long lazy breakfast in bed with Rupert, 
she knows that she needs to get back to take Gertrude out for a walk and, more importantly, to 
check that her daddy hasn’t drowned himself in drink. 


Rupert all but pouts when she tells him she has to go, although the arrival of his assistant 
Gerald’s car outside proves that she’s not the only one with obligations this morning. 


‘Don’t you have meetings or something?’ she asks as she wipes crumbs from her mouth 
from the divine bacon roll his housekeeper had rustled up and then delivered to Rupert’s 
bedroom (while Taggie hid in the ensuite loo because she was too embarrassed to be seen 
naked even covered up by the blankets). 


‘Or something,’ Rupert grumbles from the other side of the bedroom, ‘but you’re more 
important.’ 


She’s a little distracted by watching him get dressed in one of his slick London suits, the 
shirt so closely tailored to his lovely chest, the waistband of the trousers showing off his 
narrow waist. 


He preens under her gaze and she pulls the blankets up further to hide her wild grin. 
‘What is it?’ he asks, amused. 


‘I’m just happy,’ she says and he looks pole-axed and then climbs up over her in bed to 
snog her senseless. 


His hands are tugging the sheets down to start something when Gerald calls up from 
downstairs. 


She takes a moment to hear what he said because she’s too busy being swept away by 
Rupert’s kiss. 


“Wait—’ she says, ’did he say the PM?’ 


‘The PM can wait,’ Rupert mutters, sucking on her neck and palming one of her tits, 
making her feel weak to the bone. 


‘But Gertrude can’t,’ she says eventually, nudging him back and pulling the sheets back up 
so he doesn’t get distracted. 


“You should bring her next time, she needs to meet my dogs and try out all the sofas until 
she finds her favourite spot.’ 


She smiles. 


‘What?’ he says, sitting beside her on the bed and neatening his shirt where it’s come 
askew. 
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‘It’s nothing,’ she says instead of teasing—or praising—him for his secret softness. ‘Can 
you hand me my nightie though, I don’t know where it went,’ she says. 


‘It feels a crime to cover you up,’ he says, retrieving it from where he flung it last night. 
‘I don’t think you’d enjoy Rutshire seeing me walking naked across the fields home.’ 


‘Nonsense,’ he says, frowning, ‘I’ll drop you off. You’re not walking back in that. You’ll 
catch your chill.’ 


Alright, Dad, she thinks of retorting but doesn’t. 


‘Let me get some warmer socks for you too,’ he says as she tugs her hair out from the 
neckline of her nightie and swings her legs out of the bed. 


He kneels before her, putting each sock on her foot and then kissing the bare skin of her 
leg above it. The easy tenderness of his actions, his care, makes her want to cry, which is a 
silly thing to do after such a lovely night, she tells herself. 


Downstairs, as Rupert gathers his briefcase, Taggie tries not to feel dreadfully embarrassed 
in front of Gerald. 


Rupert has no shame, however, because he takes a look at her and mutters something 
fraught under his breath before striding over and kissing her again. 


There’s something about kissing him now they’re both dressed, about knowing what they 
look like: she — scruffy, sleep-mussed, homely, young — and he the very image of a 
powerful man — that is embarrassingly doing it for her. 


‘I don’t want to make you late,’ she says, without letting go of his shoulders, and while 
pushing up into the kiss. 


Rupert’s hand is sliding down to grope her bottom when Gerald clears his throat. 
She feels Rupert sigh against her. ‘Are you free tonight?’ he asks her. 
‘Who’s asking?’ she teases. 


‘I am,’ he says, nipping at her jaw and then pulling back and looking devastated to be 
leaving her. ‘Right then, let’s get you in the car I suppose.’ 


Then he picks her up in a bridal carry as she shrieks and clutches him for balance. 
Somehow, he manages to get her into the backseat of his chaffeured car without her touching 
a single toe to his gravel driveway. He looks very smug about it too, sliding in the other side 
and lighting a cigarette. 


God knows what his chaffeur thinks of her, she thinks, blushing as she folds her jumper 
over her hands. 


Luckily, no one is out front when she arrives back at The Priory and though Rupert offers 
to carry her inside, she demurs, picturing her father drunkenly lurching off the living room 
sofa at the sight. 


Rupert tells her he’!l pick her up at seven for dinner and she stands at the door and watches 
him drive off in a dreamy haze. 
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But Gertrude’s barking from inside the house and the muted mumble of her parents 
arguing bring her back to earth and she sighs and goes inside to try and fix things. 


Westminster is tedious and with two Tory MPs caught in rent-boy scandals the whip is 
furious. Then there’s some brouhaha with a new athletics doping scandal and faxes start 
flying in from the States. But really, the only thing on Rupert’s mind is Taggie and the perfect 
vision of loveliness she made all cosy in his bed this morning. And how cruel it is that she 
had to leave at all, that she isn’t there now, safe and warm and shielded from her family’s 
nonsense. 


He skips out on a late meeting to make it back to the Cotswolds in time for seven and feels 
his mood lift as he approaches The Priory. 


Taggie appears from the door, wearing a velvet skirt and a darling little cardigan that he 
can’t wait to unbutton later. 


“You’re a sight for sore eyes,’ he calls as he pops the passenger seat door open. 
‘I didn’t know what to wear,’ she frets as she slides in, ‘you didn’t say where we going.’ 


“You look perfect,’ he says, kissing her cheek. He glances up at the house but it looks dark. 
“Where is everyone?’ 


‘They’ve gone to find a pub.’ 


And presumably didn’t even check that Taggie had enough supplies for her own dinner, he 
thinks bitterly. But never mind, he’s here now to look after her. She can rely on him. 


“We're going to the French bistro in Cotchester.’ 
‘Oh,’ she says, looking pleased and a little suprised. 


‘It’s not silver service but the food is wonderful,’ he insists as he drives them through 
countryside lanes. ‘Although, your opinion is the one I really trust when it comes to food.’ 


‘I just assumed you’d want to go somewhere other than Cotchester,’ she says carefully. 
‘No, quite the opposite, I want to show you off to my constituents,’ he declares. 


He wants to stake his claim on her in public, an unusual thing for him, he knows, but he 
also wants her to stake her claim on him too, and that’s entirely new. 


He thinks that maybe he should feel a cad walking into the restaurant with such a young 
woman on his arm but truthfully he only feels entirely smug and pleased, and eager for her to 
have a good time, to impress her a little maybe, it’s true. 


She swears the whole restaurant goes silent when they enter, that every adult in that room 
—for they all feel like adults to her—sizes her up and finding her wanting. 


‘They’ve never seen a girl as pretty as you, you know,’ Rupert murmurs into her ear, his 
hand on her lower back as he guides her to their table. 
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She knows that isn’t true but a look of nauseous envy on the face of one woman they pass 
(whose husband looks decidedly... unhandsome, Taggie thinks uncharitably) does make her 
feel quite smug. 


Rupert waves the waiter away so he can pull out her chair for her himself, dropping a kiss 
to her neck when he’s done that makes her flush. 


‘Couldn’t help it, sorry,’ he says with an unrepetant wink as he sits opposite her. 


‘There’s something about you and dinner tables, isn’t there,’ she mocks, narrowing her 
eyes. 


He smiles. ‘What can I say, I find food an aphrodisiac. Especially yours,’ he adds leaning 
forward. 


His eyes are so hot and it’s hours now since he last touched her properly but she’s aching 
for him. It’s embarrassing, like she’s some addict. 


“You really need to stop looking at me like that if you want us to make it through dinner 
without me ravishing you over the table, darling,’ he drawls. 


She puts her hands to her cheeks and shakes her head. ‘Sorry,’ she says. 
‘Oh please don’t apologise,’ he smirks. 
The waiter’s arrival at their table makes her cough and hide her head. 


Rupert orders for them both anyway, his accent on the French words a particularly Rupert 
kind of charming, upper class and offhand. 


‘I hope you haven’t ordered me any frogs legs,’ she says when the waiter leaves them. 


“You know, I want to make some innuendo in response, but frankly, frogs have never done 
it for me.’ 


‘I should hope not,’ she laughs. 


The sommelier is next to their table. Rupert tells him that he should ask the lady to taste 
the wine first and dutifully he pours out a tasting amount with a perfect twist of his wrist. 


‘Well?’ Rupert asks, watching her take a sip. 


‘It’s good,’ she says. "Um, crisp, fruity, it’ll go perfectly with the...’ she raises an eyebrow 
at Rupert. 


‘The mussels,’ he says. ‘I thought you might have words if I ordered the foie gras.’ 
“You were right,’ she nods. 
‘I do learn,’ he says proudly, smoothing down his shirt. 


Only Rupert would think a key part of changing for the better on her behalf would be 
holding back on ordering foie gras, she thinks, smiling to herself about the ridiculous world 
he lives in. 


‘Now I know about your passion for cooking,’ he says, passing her the basket of warm 
freshly-baked bread, ‘but what else do you like to do, what else do you want to do? Have you 
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been riding yet here in Rutshire?’ 
‘Not on a horse,’ she counters and he laughs delightedly. 


She doesn’t know why she’s shy to answer his first question. It’s only, how can she be as 
interesting, as accomplished, as the people he normally spends his time with? even if lots of 
them are actually awful people. 


‘I’m not studious and clever like my siblings, I could never go to university,’ she says, 
smearing butter on her bread. 


‘I don’t think I have ever been described as studious, and you are too vibrant to be stuck 
inside some old library anyway,’ he says, as their waiter brings out their hors d’ oeuvres. 


He’s so good at that, at telling her to discard everyone else’s opinion, to think better of 
herself. 


‘My mother thinks I should let loose more, that I should have more fun.’ 


‘I don’t like the sound of her tone,’ he says, ‘and I know you let loose, I know you have 
fun. I’ve been there when you’ve had fun,’ he drawls. 


She smiles, shaking her head. 


‘What you deserve, what you should do, Taggie, is whatever makes you happiest,’ he says, 
looking entirely earnest. 


You make me happy, she wants to say but she eats a mouthful of mussels instead. 
“But tell me,’ he says, ‘what do you think of our food?’ 

‘It’s good,’ she says. 

*,..but?’ he prompts. 

‘I would have used less salt,’ she shrugs. 

‘Excellent,’ he says with delight. 


“Where’s the best place you’ve ever travelled to?’ she asks, after they’ve finished their first 
course. She wants to know more about him too, she didn’t grow up in Rutshire, she probably 
knows less about him than everyone in this room. 


‘Now that’s a question,’ he says, draining his glass with a smack of his lips as the 
sommelier brings them the red wine for their main course 


‘I haven’t been further than France,’ she admits, ducking her head. ‘I must seem so pro— 
pro—provincial to someone like you.’ 


“You’re young,’ he says, ‘you’ve got all the time in the world to travel. And this way,’ he 
says Casually, ‘I can be the one to show you all the best places first.’ 


“You’ve got some ideas of where you’d like to whisk me off to then?’ she asks, amused 
(and delighted). 


‘I’ve got one or two private secluded tropical islands in mind, yes.’ 
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‘With nude beaches, I imagine,’ she drawls. 

‘Any beach can be a nude beach with some imagination, Taggie,’ he says knowingly. 
‘I don’t need to imagine, I saw you playing tennis, didn’t I?’ 

‘Ah yes, so you did,’ he teases. 

‘So your ideal holiday is tropical then?’ 


‘Not necessarily. I do like culture, you know, I’m not a philistine. I’d like to take you to 
Italy, to show you the ruins and the old palazzos, to feed you perfect Roman pizza and 
Florentine gelato.’ 


‘That sounds... perfect,’ she says with a sigh, after her first mouthful of their duck main 
course. ‘Although I’d take a tour of Rutshire first, I’ve hardly seen any of it really, aside from 
kitchens and the odd grand house.’ 


‘I'd be happy to give my favourite consituent a tour of Rutshire,’ he declares. 
‘I didn’t vote for you,’ she says with a laugh. 

‘Ah, but you will, won’t you,’ he points with his knife. 

‘My family have traditionally voted red,’ she says with a raise of her eyebrow. 


‘Oh dear, are we about to descend into politics,’ he teases, dabbing the rich duck sauce 
from his mouth. 


‘No, don’t worry.’ 
‘Good, because a man can change, Taggie, but not quite that much.’ 


He asks her about her catering jobs next, giving her the gossip on each of her hosts and 
their expected guests. He gets her to talk about her menus, about her inspirations and ideas, 
and won’t let her say a single self-deprecating thing without calling her up on it, without 
praising her wholeheartedly. 


And all the while, she drinks expensive wine and eats expensive food and Rupert has eyes 
only for her. 


‘This is all so wonderful,’ she says suddenly, with a lump in her throat. But how can it 
last? she thinks. How can she stay here in Rutshire when her parents can’t afford the 
mortgage? 


‘What’s wrong?’ he asks, looking fraught. 


‘I just, I want to stay here,’ Taggie says with a hitch of her breath. ‘I’m happy. The 
countryside, the villages, my cooking. I don’t have any of this in London. It’s beautiful here.’ 


“You’re a country girl at heart,’ he agrees, his chest hurting at her sorrow. 


‘But this is Tory heartland,’ she says mournfully with a furrowed brow, ‘and Daddy’s a 
leftie journalist. What job is he supposed to get here now?’ She bites her lip. 
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He’s not sure he can think of any suggestions for a proud man like Declan. It’s true what 
she says, he is a fish out of water. But it’s a question of money at heart, and Rupert has a lot 
of it, he’ll come up with something. 


‘I won’t let you leave, I won’t see you fleeing back to London with your tail between your 
legs. I promise you,’ he swears, taking her hand and squeezing it. 


He’s this close to asking her to move in with him before he stops himself. He doesn’t want 
to spook her, it’s only been a few days now, he reminds himself. 


‘I’m sorry,’ she says, shaking her head, ‘I don’t want to spoil the mood. This has been so 
lovely.’ 


‘The food, or the company?’ he asks. 

‘Both,’ she says, peeking up at him with that coy look that does him in every time. 
‘I think we better get out of here for our second dessert,’ he says, calling for the bill. 
‘Second dessert?’ she questions innocently. 


‘If you think I’m letting you go home entirely unmolested, darling,’ he murmurs in her ear 
as they stand up to leave, ‘then you are mistaken.’ 


He can see the shiver work down her back at his words. Her footsteps aren’t entirely 
steady either, he notes, as he splays his hand on her hip and helps her out of the restaurant into 
the cobbled street. 


He fucks her in the backseat of the car on the way home, stopping on a country track off 
the road behind a tree. It’s terribly uncouth of him not to take his young charge home 
somewhere private but it’s a warm evening and he can’t bear another minute not touching her. 
He tells her as such, and tells her it’s her fault for being so tempting in that outfit and far too 
charming and that if she will bite her lip at him then he’s afraid he can’t be responsible for the 
consequences. 


She doesn’t seem to have any qualms with his plan, kissing him back like she’s starving 
for him, all but climbing across the gear stick to get to him. 


He sits her in his lap and lets her ride him, bucking up into her to make her moan. 
‘I can’t—I can’t believe I’m doing this,’ she pants into his mouth. 
‘What? Necking in a car? Don’t the youth do that anymore?’ 


‘Necking,’ she mocks, her voice trailing off a whine when he slides his hand in between 
them. 


‘Are you calling me old, darling?’ he teases. ‘Do I feel old?’ 


She shakes her head, her hips drop and circle. “You make me feel crazy,’ she pants into his 
mouth and it sounds like a confession. 


You make me feel crazier, he wants to say as he fists a hand in her hair and gazes at the 
Pre-Raphaelite beauty in his lap. 
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On the drive home, they see lights on at the Priory and, reluctantly, after she asks him to, 
he drops her there. He doesn’t like watching her walk away to the front door with nothing of 
himself on her. No gifted scarf, no jewelery, no ring. Just his come inside her, his baser self 
thinks but not even the flash of heat that causes is enough to soothe his pride. 


He keeps his curtains open that night, as if he could wake up in the middle of the night and 
gaze out and see her in her own room across the fields. 


What a fool he is, a fool for love indeed. 


Unfortunately, her dear father, upon hearing news of their new relationship via the 
gossipers of Cotchester, gets it in his head to be ‘protective’. 


While Taggie is busy catering a lunch, Declan stumbles across the field between their 
houses and hammers on the door of Penscombe like a drunken idiot. 


When Rupert opens the door, the other man stumbles and catches himself on the floor, 
muttering under his breath. 


‘Can I offer you a drink of water, O’Hara, you look like you could use one. And a bath,’ he 
drawls as Declan comes to a stand. 


Declan’s face is murderous. ‘Stay away from Taggie,’ he swears. 
‘Why should I?’ he says. 
‘Because you said you would. And because you’re old enough to be her father.’ 


‘And I can do a better job at being one too,’ Rupert says, nose wrinkling at the smell of the 
other man’s multi-day binge. 


‘What the hell do you mean by that, huh?’ Declan says, raising his fists as he approaches 
him. 


If this is going to descend into fisticuffs, Rupert thinks, then Declan is going to embarrass 
himself quickly. 


‘Look at the state of you, man,’ Rupert says, pushing him away by the shoulder. ‘Your 
family needs you. What use are you to them like this?’ 


Declan shakes his head, looking wrought. ‘Taggie’s just a girl, she doesn’t deserved to be 
—be mistreated by you.’ 


‘I don’t want to hurt her, I won’t hurt her,’ Rupert says, conceding to the fatherly concern 
on Declan’s face, and trying to act like Taggie might want him to act, rather than just riling up 
her old man further. 


‘Just—just find someone else to play with, alright.’ 
‘l’m afraid that I just can’t give her up.’ 


‘T’ll ruin you,’ Declan hisses. ‘Mark my words. I’ll tell everyone about every worst thing 
you’ve ever done.’ 


‘Ask Taggie if she’d like you to do that, I wager that she wouldn’t. You’d be the one 
hurting her then.’ 
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‘T’m her father.’ 
‘Then act like it. Get yourself together. Get a job.’ 


‘Get a job, says the aristocrat, the landed gentry,’ Declan sneers. ‘It’s all the same with you 
lot, isn’t it. Our land, our girls.’ 


‘I’m losing the thread of this argument.’ 


Declan points at him, swaying on his feet. ‘If I see you anywhere near my home, I’ll beat 
you to a pulp.’ 


The home you’re losing because you can’t pay the mortgage, you mean? Rupert wants so 
desperately to say. 


But getting into a physical fight with her father isn’t the done thing, is it? 


‘I think it best you run along now,’ Rupert says, side-stepping the other man and widening 
the door for him. ‘Believe me, you’ve made your point,’ he says, holding up a hand. ‘No need 
to repeat it further.’ 


Declan glowers and spits various inventive curses as he leaves. 


Well, that could have gone far worse, Rupert thinks cheerily, closing the door and brushing 
off his hands. 


A far more welcome visitor arrives at Penscombe later the same day. Taggie, windswept 
and flushed from the walk, in a delightful summer dress that has something of the wholesome 
milkmaid about it. 


She throws her arms gratefully around his shoulders and he marvels anew at how good it 
feels to know he can comfort her. 


‘My father’s on a rampage,’ she says into his shoulder. She looks up, her wide eyes 
troubled. ‘I’m so sorry. Did he hurt you?’ 


‘He was too drunk to.’ 
She frowns and looks sorrowful. 


He strokes a thumb down her cheek. ‘I’m not going to give you up, you know, even if it 
sends him to drink.’ 


‘I don’t like disappointing my father,’ she says. 


‘I don’t like him disappointing you.’ He kisses her and puts his arm around her shoulders. 
‘Come on, let me make you some hot cocoa.’ 
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‘I’m sorry,’ she says, smoothing down her dress. ‘I’m a mess, aren’t I? I know you’re used 
to—to glossy, impressive women.’ 


‘Glossy, impressive women,’ he repeats with a drawl as he guides her towards the kitchen. 
“You are impressive, Taggie, and I like you just the way you are. Now, how did the lunch go? 
Were they wowed, as they should have been, at your chicken salad.’ 


‘I think so,’ she says with a shrug, still looking forlorn, ‘they said nice things at least.’ 
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‘I’m sure you were a hit and they’! go home and tell everyone about it and you’ll have to 
turn away business soon.’ 


There’s an old worn armchair in the kitchen that many have sat in to warm their feet by the 
stove over the years, servant and lord alike. After he’s made her the mug of cocoa, he sits 
there now. ‘Come on,’ he says, patting his leg. 


‘T’ll squash you,’ she says, biting her lip yet looking quite longingly at his offer. 


‘Nonsense,’ he says, tugging her by the hip to sit across on his lap. ‘You’re as light as a 
feather.’ 


She sighs and lays her head on his shoulder. 
A tender ache forms in his chest. Perhaps it’s his heart acting up, that old shrivelled thing. 


‘There now,’ he says with a weak voice, ‘isn’t that better.’ He puts a hand on her waist and 
kisses the top of her head. She’s a warm package in his lap and she smells of warm cooking 
and a fresh summer breeze. He rubs his hand up her back as she fiddles with a button on his 
shirt. 


‘This isn’t what I thought you’d be like when we first met,’ she muses with a smile in her 
voice. 


‘The time you rudely intruded upon me during a game of tennis, you mean?’ 
He likes that he can feel her laugh with her whole body where it’s pressed against him. 


‘Isn’t it dangerous to play like that, with all those balls flying about?’ she asks, impishly, 
turning her head to look at him. 


‘When you’ ve got a target as large as mine, maybe.’ 
She snorts. Then shivers, ducking her head again. 


She’s thinking about it, he knows, feeling a pulse of heat in his groin, she’s thinking of his 
cock and how it feels be stretched, to be fucked open. 


He slides a hand down her hair, playing with a curl, his knuckle stroking her neck. 


‘Tell me,’ he says, voice soft, coaxing, as she sits in his lap, ‘is there something you’ve 
always wanted to do, in bed. Something you’re curious about?’ 


She swallows. A dozen sordid fantasies flick through her mind. His hands, his mouth, his 
cock. 


She shakes her head. 

‘Don’t be shy, darling. I’m sure nothing you say could shock me.’ 

‘Because you’ve done it all,’ she says, sounding, she knows, a little resentful. 
‘But not with you,’ he says, sweetly. 


‘I don’t have a—a menu in my head, it’s not like that,’ she says, flustered. 
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‘I just want to give you everything you want. In bed, or out of bed. Any present, any 
object, anything,’ he says, looking earnest. As if there are items on a list he can check off to 
make her happy, as if he wants a list from her so he knows he’s doing a good job. 


‘What if I ask you for something ridiculous like—like an elephant,’ she says. 


“Your mother got a camel. Getting an elephant can’t be any more difficult. Try something 
harder. Dream bigger.’ 


‘A castle,’ she says. 
‘Done.’ 
“You’d buy me a castle,’ she drawls. 


‘A small one, yes. But only if you let me live there with you, I wouldn’t want you to be 
lonely.’ 


She shakes her head. ‘I’m never lonely with you.’ 


‘That’s good,’ he says clearing his throat. ‘Now would you like a proper tour of the 
house?’ he asks with a pat to her leg. 


‘A proper tour of the other bedrooms, you mean?’ she drawls. 


‘What a dirty mind you have, angel,’ he says with a soft pinch of her chin. He gets up to 
stand, helping her too. ‘Besides, one doesn’t need a bedroom, or a bed, to misbehave, Taggie, 
you’ ll need to learn that.’ 


“You enjoy corrupting me, don’t you,’ she says with a smile. 
‘T’m awful like that, yes,’ he says with a twinkle in his eye. 


An awful man who made her hot cocoa and had her sit on his lap so that she felt comforted 
and safe, she thinks wryly. 


‘Do you have any thoughts about mirrors?’ he asks as they enter a grand red room 
plastered with old paintings of lords and ladies. 


‘To buy?’ she says, confused by the train of his thoughts as she turns on the spot, dazzled 
by the glimmer of gold and silver. 


‘No,’ he says, turning her to face a vast gilded mirror. “You see, I’d quite like to touch you 
in front of one, so we can both see how pink your cheeks get.’ 


She gasps, she can’t help it. 


She can see herself now too, startled and turned on, his eyes dark and his smile wicked as 
he presses up against her back. One of his hands brushes aside her curls to kiss her neck and 
the other grasps one of her breasts through her dress. 


“Yes?’ he murmurs. 


‘Uh-huh,’ she nods distractedly, transfixed by the working of his jaw in the mirror, by the 
size of his hand on her. 


He squeezes and sucks at her neck and she moans and feels him hard against her backside. 
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*Don’t you want—’ she says. 


‘What I want, is this,’ he says, hands stroking down her dress to her hips and tugging up 
her skirts so he can get at her bare thighs. 


Her head falls back on his shoulder. 
His hand slides into her knickers. 


“You need to watch,’ he says, holding her tight with his other arm around her waist as her 
legs wobble. 


In the mirror, surrounding her flushed face, the paintings glow in the light from the lamps, 
the pale faces peer out. His ancestral relatives, she realises. All of them, in their finery. 


‘Do you not—do you not feel like all the people in the paintings are watching you?’ she 
says breathlessly as his fingers curl in and his thumb circles her clitoris. 


‘Let them watch,’ he says, his voice gravel deep. ‘Let them see what a very good girl you 
are for me.’ 


She makes a noise, she can’t help it. Her cheeks heat. “You shouldn’t... shouldn’t call me 
that.’ 


‘Why? You are a good girl. You’re my good girl, aren’t you?’ 
“Yes,’ she says, her voice an embarrassing high moan. 


‘And good girls get lots of lovely treats,’ he says, rocking his hips into her and fucking her 
faster and faster with his hand. ‘Like this one.’ 


Her stomach goes tight, her hips arch. She comes, her body putty in his hands. 


He groans. ‘You see,’ he says tightly, of her flushed face, of her evident abandon, 
‘exquisite.’ He presses a hot kiss to her cheek and then spins her in his arms, hoisting her up 
by her thighs. 


Her mouth feels weak against his firm lips as he kisses her, her limbs shaky. 
‘Have you ever been fucked on a chaise longue before?’ he asks. 

‘No,’ she pants. 

‘Something else to cross off the list then.’ 


He lays her down on top of it, unbuckling his belt and zipping open his trousers as she 
pulls her dress down to her waist. 


He grunts and leans down, mouthing at her nipples, pulling his shirt off. 


She whimpers when he fucks into her, his hands firm on her hips, guiding her movements, 
taking her apart so easily. 


And still the paintings watch her. Well, let them watch, she thinks, threading a hand 
through his hair. Let them see how good he treats her. 
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She wants to give him something in return. ‘You were beastly at the Jones’ dinner party 
but when I saw you with—with her,’ she confesses, ‘when I saw you two together on the bed, 
I was so jealous I hated her.’ 


He smiles into her throat. ‘There’s no need to be. She never made me feel like you do.’ He 
grunts as he presses deeper, circling his hips so she moans. ‘But tell me,’ he says, ‘what 
exactly were you jealous of?’ 


“You looked like you knew what you were doing.’ Like the snap of his hips was ruthless 
and devastating, she thinks. ‘You looked... strong.’ 


As the lady wishes, he thinks with a smirk. 


His thrusts pick up in pace, the furniture squeaks as it shifts, and she whines and clutches 
him tighter. He angles his cock so it hits the front wall of her cunt where she’s tender. Her 
moans turn whining, desperate, startled. 


Fuck, he’s not going to last, he thinks, gritting his teeth. 


Suddenly, he feels it, the squeeze of her cunt and a wild spasm shuddering through her. 
She shrieks and a splash of liquid hits his pubic bone. 


‘What was that?’ she gasps wildly, her back still arched. ‘Oh my god,’ she moans. 
He comes with a growl, gritting his teeth at the frantic tight pulses of her cunt. 


‘Sometimes,’ he pants, ‘when a woman feels very good—’ and a man is very talented and 
well-endowed— ’she can ejaculate.’ 


‘Oh god,’ she says, shivering and moaning. ‘Did we—did we ruin your chaise longue?’ 
He laughs, his stomach pressing against her trembling belly. ‘We christened it.’ 


Exhausted, he sits down on the floor and she slumps in his lap, her hips still twitching as 
he soothes her with broad sweeps of his hands and then helps her off with the rest of her 
dress. 


“You know,’ she says and licks her lips, ‘you know I like you for more than just this, don’t 
you?’ 


Darling girl, he thinks. Only she would worry that she enjoyed sex with him a little too 
much, that she was taking advantage of him. 


“Yes, I’m not so thick I don’t know there’s more to our relationship than just sex, darling,’ 
he drawls fondly, brushing her hair back from her face and kissing her pink cheeks. ‘Even if 
I’m the best you’ve ever had.’ And ever will have, he adds in his head. ‘But if this is you 
saying you want to be taken out more, treated like a lady, then I shall gladly oblige.’ 


Oh, I didn’t mean—’ 


‘I know what you meant.’ He reaches to drag a blanket to wrap around them. ‘How do you 
feel about a trip to London? Some shopping, some dinner, the ballet?’ 
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‘I'd love that,’ she says with a shy smile. 

‘Cinderella shall go to the ball,’ he says. 

‘If I’m Cinderella I suppose that makes you the prince.’ 
“Well who else, darling, I’m hardly one of those silly mice.’ 
She laughs full-throatedly. 


‘Have I ever told you, how much I love your laugh?’ he confesses. ‘I miss it when we’re 
apart.’ 


She beams at him. ‘I miss you too when you’re not with me,’ she says shyly. 
‘Then we should work at never being apart, shouldn’t we,’ he says, holding her chin. 


Marry me, he thinks desperately. Marry me, be my wife. 


When she gets home the next morning—late after a glorious few hours in bed with Rupert 
and then an actual proper tour of Penscombe (with only a little bit of groping)—she’s 
expecting to be questioned about her absence, for her father to make some needling comment 
about Rupert maybe, but evidently they didn’t even notice that she had gone. 


Declan is drinking but apparently in celebration rather than sorrow this time. ‘I’ve sold the 
bluebell woods,’ he declares to Taggie, ‘that’l] pay off my debt to Tony and pay the rent for a 
couple of months.’ 


‘And after that?’ Maud hisses. ‘Are you just going to sit here without finding another job?’ 


‘Who did you sell it to?’ Taggie asks, picturing high new fences put up right where she 
loves to walk through. The woods are one of her favourite things about living here. 


Declan waves his hand. ‘Some investor, I don’t know. Some shell company.’ 
‘Is it a developer? Are they going to build there?’ 
‘How do I know?’ Declan says grumpily. 


Later, on the phone with Rupert she expresses her fears. "What if they shut off the whole 
woods? What if they—they cut down all the trees? Or turn it into a pheasant enclosure just so 
they can shoot them all—’ 


Rupert is trying to say something but she’s in full flow. *I can’t believe he wouldn’t even 
check what their plans are. And the woods are next to your land too, what about you—’ 


‘Darling, I bought the woods, it was me.’ 
‘What?’ The phone almost slides from her grip. 


‘I bought it, I thought it would help your father with his current woes.’ He sounds almost 
sheepish. ‘I did it for you, Taggie.’ 


Wonderful, impossible man, she thinks, with a lump in her throat. 


34 


‘T like running into you in the woods,’ he says casually, ‘I don’t want to give that up.’ 


‘And you won’t turn it into a pheasant enclosure with electric fencing and things,’ she 
says. 


‘No, I won’t, darling. Just for you.’ 
“You’re too good to me,’ she whispers. 


‘I’m not. It’s what you deserve. I’d buy the damn house too but I don’t think Declan would 
take kindly to being my tenant,’ he drawls. 


‘No, he wouldn’t,’ she says, shaking her head. ‘I wish you were here right now,’ she says 
desperately, clutching the phone tightly. 


‘Me too. But I’ll be back from London at the weekend. Keep your bed warm for me, won’t 
you? And feel free to drop into Penscombe to check on the dogs. I know they miss you too.’ 


‘Alright, I will.’ 
‘I mean that. I want you to feel at home at Penscombe. I want that more than anything.’ 


After a couple of days being at such close quarters with Rupert, she misses him like an 
ache. Her bedroom seems tired and childish, and The Priory seems... smaller. Not in a spoilt 
way, she thinks, it’s just with Caitlin at school there’s just her parents here and she’s a child to 
them, not a capable adult, or not the person that Rupert thinks she is, at least. 


And then Maud decides to have her own say on matters. She corners Taggie in the kitchen 
as she works on putting together a rich fruitcake so that she can give it to Rupert when he’s 
back in six days time... six days which feel endless. 


‘Taggie, I know you’re young but you’re still old enough to be sensible,’ her mother says, 
‘I know you’ve gotten in your head that you’re having a grand romance with Rupert, but, 
sweetheart, you know what men like him are like. You know you’re just a flash in the pan.’ 


“You’re wrong,’ she says, voice tight. Her eyes feel hot, it’s like her mother knows exactly 
how to hurt her. 


‘He needs a woman, Rupert, a grown woman, not a schoolgirl,’ Maud says with a little 
laugh and a hand on her own hip. 


‘Then why is he with me and not with you?’ she retorts. 
‘Taggie,’ she says like she’s been slapped. 
She shakes her head. ‘I’m happy with Rupert and he’s happy with me.’ 


‘This week he is, but darling, what do you expect, he’ll give up all his usual ways just for 
you? What makes you so special?’ 


She doesn’t know, is the thing, she thinks. But she has to cling to Rupert’s words and the 
way he treats her, doesn’t she? She has to have faith in him. Even if it is foolish, even if she is 
blinded by her youth. He wants to take care of her, she thinks stubbornly. He wants to keep 
her, he said he did. 
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The days pass slowly. And meanwhile, her mother gives her knowing looks. And 
meanwhile, her father mutters insults about Rupert at every chance he can get. And 
meanwhile, Rupert’s in the papers speaking in parliament and hurrying between meetings and 
attending cocktail parties for various royals, and she feels so far away from that world, his 
world. 


Is it over? she thinks. Was that it? Will she have to live forever on the sweetness of those 
few days? 


On Friday lunchtime, Rupert calls her from London to ask her to meet him at Penscombe 
that evening. The call is short, he’s busy and there’s someone else talking to him in the 
background. Her throat feels thick when she hangs up the receiver, her heart thumping in her 
chest like the tail of a dog. 


She doesn’t feel confident as she gets ready, changing clothes a dozen times, scowling at 
herself in the mirror and feeling so out of sorts. 


She can’t help but feel her heart lift as she walks across the fields to his house though, the 
summer evening is beautiful, the sky is hazy and birds swoop above her in lazy loops. 


She’s lucky to be here, she thinks, she’s lucky to have gotten this much joy already. Asking 
for anything more would be greedy. 


Rupert smiles when he opens the door but his eyes look a little pained. 
His kiss feels distracted too, he parts from her before she wants him to. 


There, in the grand lobby of his grand home, she watches him turn on the spot and mutter 
something under his breath. 


‘I can’t do this,’ he says, scrubbing a hand through his hair. 


He’s going to break up with her, she thinks, heart in her throat and a sharp pain in her 
chest. This is it, this is when it all ends. 


‘I can’t stay silent, I can’t stop biting my tongue,’ he says desperately. ‘I have to get this 
out, I have to ask you.’ 


Her eyes grow hot. 


‘Darling Taggie, will you marry me? Please say you will. Please, I can’t bear to be apart 
from you. I’m desperately in love with you. I can’t bear for you to leave. I want you to be my 
wife.’ 


“Your wife?’ she repeats, feeling dizzy and dumbfounded. 


“Yes, my wife,’ he says frantically, coming closer now. ‘Oh, you look faint, let’s sit you 
down. I’m sorry to do this so suddenly. I should have taken you out somewhere nice for 
dinner and gotten on one knee, shouldn’t I?’ he says hurriedly. ‘Well, I’ll do that now, and I 
have a ring here, sorry, I forgot to get it out.” His hand fumbles and the box goes flying. 


He’s nervous, she thinks with astonishment. Rupert Campbell Black is nervous and 
worried about what she’s going to say. 


‘Of course I’ll marry you!’ she cries tearfully, clutching his shoulders, ‘of course I will!’ 


36 


“You will?’ he says, looking startled and pleased. 
“Yes,’ she says, nodding frantically as tears slip down her cheeks. 


He stands up and takes her face in his hands. ‘Well, don’t cry,’ he says, sounding tearful 
himself, ‘it’s not something to cry about.’ 


“Yes, it is,” she says stubbornly, throwing her arms around his neck. ‘It’s wonderful.’ 


‘You’re wonderful. I’d be lost without you. And I know I’m an idiot and a cad but I’m 
trying to be better for you, I will be better for you.’ 


“You’ve changed, I’ve seen that. But you don’t have to change all the way, you don’t have 
to do anymore than you already have.’ 


He presses desperate kisses across her face. ‘I’ll give you everything,’ he says, ‘I’ll do 
anything. Anything you want, it’s yours.’ 


“You’ve already given me the thing I want most,’ she says. 
‘My ring?’ 


Your heart, she thinks. ‘You,’ she says. ‘I love you desperately, you do know that, don’t 
you?’ 


His eyes study her face. A pure kind of happiness breaks across his own. 
Caitlin lets out a deafening squeal over the telephone when Taggie calls with the news. 
Maud scoffs when she sees the ring. 


Declan sits Taggie down for an awkward, but well-meaning, talk about whether she’s 
really prepared to be the wife of Rupert, knowing his track record. 


She counts it as an improvement that he doesn’t go straight over to Penscombe and 
threaten him. 


But as it turns out, her father doesn’t have a leg to stand on, because her parents have 
decided to leave for London and they’re selling up the house. 


‘I know you love it here,’ Declan says, looking pained that he can’t be the one to give her 
such a life, she thinks. 


‘Treally do. And I’m happy with Rupert, I am, he’s good for me.’ 


Her father winces. ‘I can’t say I trust him but I suppose a father has to stand back at some 
point. You’re a good girl, Taggie. Just—just make it a long engagement, alright? You’re so 
young. There’s no rush.’ 


It isn’t a long engagement, neither she nor Rupert want that. 


‘What’s the point of you being my fiancée when you can be my wife,’ he says, bustling 
around his office at Penscombe as he looks for pen and paper two days later. 


‘What are you doing?’ she asks. 
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‘Gerald’s sick,’ he says, with a resentful moue of his mouth, ‘so I’m drafting the 
announcement myself.’ 


‘Announcement?’ 
‘For The Times and The Telegraph. About our wedding,’ he says as she raises an eyebrow. 


Only ten minutes ago, they were still in bed and he had had his head between her thighs 
but after he made her come his eyes had fixed on the ring on her finger as she stroked his 
flushed cheek and then he rushed down here still naked. 


Not quite as comfortable yet with the lifestyle of Penscombe, she had at least wrapped 
herself in a dressing gown before hurrying after him. 


‘But we don’t even have a date yet?’ she says. 


He waves his hand. ‘I’ll call the priest right now and get us booked in. Unless you want to 
get married at Cotchester cathedral? Because the bishop does owe me a favour,’ he says. 


Rupert’s hair is wildly curled where she just had her fists in it, it’s entirely charming and 
ridiculous. He’s charming and ridiculous. 


‘Darling?’ he asks with a fond smile at her distracted self, ‘the cathedral?’ 
‘Oh no, that’s too—too much. The village church sounds perfect.’ 


‘Good,’ he says, picking up the phone and then cursing as he looks through the yellow 
pages. “The priest better answer, I can’t imagine what else he could be doing that’s as 
important.’ 


In the space of half an hour, Rupert has it all arranged. The church and the priest and the 
invitations and the newspaper announcement. ‘The only thing left is the flowers and the 
catering—’ he points at her ’—which you are not allowed to shoulder alone. Though of 
course you will be in charge of it. And a dress too, you’ll need a dress.’ 


His eyes roam her as she lolls back on one of the leather armchairs. 
“You know,’ she says faintly, ‘you’ve arranged all that without even getting dressed.’ 


‘Well, why should I? I’ll just have to take it all off again afterwards anyway,’ he declares, 
getting to his feet and prowling towards her. 


She swallows, her knees falling open, her stomach filled with a hundred butterflies. 


‘I like it when you get that look in your eye,’ he says, leaning down over her, hands on the 
armrests. 


‘What look?’ she says, dry-mouthed. 
‘That look,’ he says, lips whispering across hers. 


Then he pulls her down from the chair and sprawls her out across the rug, crawling up over 
her like some lithe, dangerous beast. 


‘I can’t wait for you to be my wife,’ he says, pushing her thighs wide. ‘I can’t wait until 
everyone knows you’re mine.’ 
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“You’re mine too,’ she says breathlessly, head tipping back as she moans. 


‘Always,’ he swears. 
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